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Bessie, so far as you and I are concerned. She told me
last night she wouldn't know what she would do if
it weren't for you. In fact, you were exalted above
all people."

Though Bessie was stricken, she was too proud to fight,
to cause scenes. Completely in the dark as to her husband's
motives, she sat quietly and wondered why the man who had
insisted that she marry him, who had insisted that she bear
him children, who had accepted her financial help during
the first year of their marriage and her assistance on manu-
scripts, notes, and the assembling of material, who had lived
with her in peaceful comradeship for three years, should
suddenly, without warning, discard her.

In her troubles she found one friend: Flora London. For
three years Bessie and Flora had quarrelled, driving Jack to
distraction, but Flora had learned the meaning of mother-
hood through her love for little Johnny Miller; she now
turned against her son for abandoning his family. Bitter at
what he termed his mother's treachery, Jack's mind fell into
chaos. He developed a persecution mania, charging that
every one was against him, that the world was conspiring to
keep him from his "love-woman." On September 22 from
the Spray he writes to Miss Kittredge, " By every human right
I should not have ridden off into the dark. You were mine,
mine, and the world had no right to drive me away. And yet
I was driven, ignobly driven, from the woman I love dearer
than life."

His thoughts became so confused that in spite of the
magnificent critical reception of The Call of the Wild^ which
the press agreed was a "classic enriching American literature,"
he could not do a stroke of work. He decided that the only
way he would ever finish The Sea Wolf was to escape the
churning currents about him by slipping his cables. He had
the Spray overhauled, then sent transportation money to
Cloudesley Jones, who lived in Southern California and knew
little of his troubles. The two men headed for the mouth of
the Sacramento River; in the mornings they worked at their
books, in the afternoons they swam, shot ducks, fished.